het £| Ntiquity, you now 7 muſt "TPP" no more, 7 V/ Hen this his worthy Son, that would not bowe 


1 Of what your Heroes have done here to fot; | To her capritious doome, began to showe 


Is Wee in this age behold a Prince ſurpas | | In three ſett battailles (though unfortunate) 


> — NW 
EY "AY RY All that you faign'd, and all that ever was. | | That his great vertue claim'd a better fate: 
The Great CHARLES So ons ſecond of that nar& | When of his ſubjects and his Crownes berett, 
Heire to his Fathers Crownes, and glorious tamey 6 | Nought but his reſolution, with him left, 
In his unmatch'd misfortunes made apeare, | With which he ſtems the danger of the tide, 
A courage, birth, and conſtancy moſt cleare, And boldly doth himſelfe to harbour guide: 


Deſerving Temples rear'd unto his name, | His conſtancy, his wisdorne all adore 
And praiſes publish'd by eternall fame. Which gaine three Crownes, his Father loſt betore. 


T ten nothing dazled, with reflective light, 
(Twas his deſerts that made the Throne ſo bright) 


Mindefull how Bruges in his humblelſt ſtate, 


That might with this Illuſtrious youth compare. | | Receive'd his perſon, and condol'd his fate , 
But envious Fortune who hath ever frown'd, | And that he did bimſelfe ſo much decline, 


Upon the bleſſings of a Heroe crown'd, © I Þ _ | Amidſt our paſtimes, gratioully to shine, 
Her ſuccours did to treacherous ſubjeQs bring, Adorning this our Confraternity, 

That durſt invade ſo great, ſo juſt a King, With the addition of his MAjzsTY, 
Thus virtue was ſuppreſs'd, and thus we ſee &Did From his liberality 1mpart 

How greateſt Princes ſtoope, to Deſtinie. | The bounteous tokens of his Royall heart. 


Cor charmes of ſweetnes did his cradle bleſs, 
As yeares 1ncreas'd ſo did his happineſs : 
Nothing was 1n the univers ſoe faire, 


Ov: Brethren therſore, canot be content 
Their gratefull heartsz, should only beare the print, 
Of faithfull love; thir children all shall knowe, 
Howe much theire Fathers did this Goodnes owe, 
For which this Marbſe Statue, thus we reare: 

Let after ages, with ys-witnes beare, 

Of well meant gratitude : and in it finde 

The Firmnes and the\candor of his minde , 

And whea it here, : thouſand years hath ſtood, 


All will confes, few —; were ſo good. 
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